but very rarely, Edmee was even admitted to the house,
and afterwards the visit would be recounted in the
fullest detail. In short, Paris, love, fame and literature
were  all  so  intermingled  in  her  talk  that  when
Catherine   herself  indulged   in   any   half-confidence
she never had to hunt for a word to turn the subject
in the desired direction, but could embark forthwith
upon tales of love or oddity, or her secret dreams
of fame, without raising the least objection or even
appearance of surprise in her friend. And the letters
she wrote to Michel after such talks were informed
with such a palpable vanity that one day he could no
longer suppress the doubt which had been troubling
him, but which hitherto he had never liked to dwell
on, and asked himself whether the emotion which
gave her such intense gratification was really love at
all, or whether it should not be given another name.
While he awaited, with an uneasiness which wait-
ing   only  aggravated,  her answer to  the   question
he had ingenuously asked of the very person who had
given rise to it, a letter came from Catherine with a
suggestion which at any other time would have over-
whelmed him with delight. Yielding to a longing to
see him again, the more imperious since, although she
was continually imagining him actually present, her
imagination was at the same time visualizing the
distance between them, she had suddenly come to
a bold decision. Its very rashness, however, putting
it on the plane of exceptional occurrences and, as it
81